Come fitter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemep, will you mutter men? 

If 1 know how, or which way to order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly thrutt into my hands. 

Never belecve me. Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one 1 $ my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend : the other againe 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom confidence, and my kindred bids to right, 
Well. forpevvhatvvc mutt doe : Come Cofin, 

He diipofe of you. Gentlemen, goe mutter up your ir.en, 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftie : 

I fnould to Plafhy too,but time will not permit, 

All is uneven,and every thing is left at fix and feven. Ex, 
Etijh . The wind fits faire for nevves to goe to Ireland, 
But none returnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’ enemy, is all impdffible. 

Gree. Befides ourneerenefle to the King in love, 
Isneeretbehate of thple love not the King. 

Bag. And. that’s the wavering Commons,for their love 
Lies in their purfes, and wholo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly bate- 

Bujb. Therein the King ftands generally condemn’d- 
Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaufewehavebeene everneerethe King. 

. Gr^.Well: I will forrefuge ftreight to.Brittoll Caftie, 
The Earle of W iltfhire is, already there. 

Btijb. Thither will I with you, for little office 
W ill the hatefull Commons performe for us, 

Except likeCurres, to teareus all in pieces : 

Will you goe along with us? 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maiefty : 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, 

, We three here part,that nev’r fihall mcete againe. 

, Bu . That’s as B or\e thrives to beate backe Bnllinbrtwi' 
Gr, Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 


■PBff^SnaSna^iKg Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fights,thoufands will flye. 

Btifh . Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Well, we may meet againe* 

Bag. I feare me never. Exit- 


Selena Tertia . 


Enter the "Duke of H ere ford, and Norih'iwi- 
ierland. 

’ 2?«/.How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 

AT or. Releeve me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger here in Glofterjhire . 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes; 
Drawesout our miles, and makes them wearyfome: 
And yet our faire difeourfe hath beene as Sugar, 
Making the hard way fweetand delegable: ° 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravenfpurgh to CottlLold will be found, 
InRoJfe and mi /o»gh6y panting your company 
Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The teadioufnefle,and proceffe of my travel! : 

But theus is fweetned with the hope to Have 

The prelent benefit that T pofTeffe : 

An d hope to joy, is little leflfe in joy 
Then hope enjoy’d: By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their way feeme ore, asmine hath Mg, 2 
By fight^f what have, your Noble company. 

Bn/. Of much Ieffe valeiV fs my company 7 
Then your good words: but who comes here ? 

Enter H. P ercy . 

* f; Itlsn ?y fo nne, young Harry Percy 
Sent from my brother mrcefle K whencefoever 
Harr J how fares your Vncle > P e ' v er > 




Percy 
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